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of becoming, in some future raid, another such
casualty appears to disturb him not at all.

" Unless it has me name on it, it won't git
me/5 he affirms, typical of the fatalistic Londoner
in his belief that destiny remains unaffected
by caution. The numerous "crumps" which
have occurred in his district inspire him with
pride rather than apprehension, and he repudiates
firmly the suggestion that any other London
borough might have produced a longer roll of
casualties than his.

We drive on through the air-raid down White-
chapel Road. The appearance of the Mile End
Road, into which we run after negotiating a huge
smash where the two thoroughfares join, suggests
that not one London raid could have occurred
without a bomb or two dropping directly upon
it; but this morning the wrecked street remains
quiet, and we hear no warning explosive sounds.
As we reach Bow from Stepney and Whitechapel,
I reflect lugubriously on the similarity of debris
wherever it is found. Whether the crashed building
stood in Bow Road or in Berkeley Square, its
damp, blackened ruins equally suggest that
nothing worth saving was kept in the house,

At a corner close to Bow Road Station,
the wreckage of a Mission Hall wears a
conspicuous placard:

"BOMBED  BUT  STILL  GARILYING ON,"